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Tho' by iojariou* foes borne down. 
My feme, toy toil, my hopes o'erlhrown^ 
In one UUfated hour< 

When robb'd of what I held most dear. 
My hands adorn'd the mournful bier. 

Of her I lov'd so well ; 
What, when mute sorrow cbain'd my 

tong;uc, 
As o'er the sable hcai'se I hung, 

Forbade the tide to swell ? 

"f was Fatience.. —Ooddess ever eahn ! 
Oh ! pou* into my breast thy balm. 

That Satidote to pain ; 
Which flowing from thy nectar'd unij 
By "Chemistry divine can turto. 

Our losses into gain. 

When sick, and languishing in bed, 
sleep from my restless couch had iled, 

(Sleep which e'en pain beguiles) 
What taught me calmly to sustain, 
A feverish being rack'd with pain. 

And dress'd my looks in smiles \ 

'Twas Patience.... Heaven descended maid ! 
Implor'd, flew swiftly to my aid, 

And lent her fostering breast ; 
Watch'd my sad hours with parent eare, 
Repell'd the approaches of despair, 

And sooth'd my soul to rest. 

Say, when dissever'd from his side, 
My friend, protector, and my guide. 

When my prophetic soul, 
Anticipating all the storm. 
Saw danger in its direst form. 

What could my fear controu! .' 

Twas Patience Gentle goddess, hear! 

Be ever to thy suppliant near. 

Nor let one murmur rise ; 
Since still some mighty joys are given. 
Dear to my soul the gifts of heaven, 

The sweet domestic ties. 



THE W£DDING-RI^fG. 

Annette wa» milder than the dew. 
That spangles Arno's scented grove. 

And Liubin, constant, fond, and true. 
As ever told the tale of love. 



One eve, with Aattti yet mantling smfie,. 

He bade her gness what he could bring. 
Then, from a bosom void of gtiile. 

He blush'd, and trembling took a ring. 
The maiden fluttered, sidled, sigh'd. 

Oh, Cupid, 'twas a charming scene. 
And with affected coyness, cry'd, 

Dear, what can such a trinket mean f 

Mean! ery'd the youth, with glowini^ 
cheek. 

And fiurried that she so mistook ; 
A ring-dove dropt it from his beak^ 

J pitfc'd it up in yonder brook. 

And much we owe, my lovely fair, 
To this kind token of the dove. 

Who dropt it for the pofpose there, 
A faithful emblem ef our love. 

It is of clearest gofd refin'd. 

Affection's chastest sigh, be Sure, 

And polish'd, like my Annette's mind. 
As simple, elegant, and pure. 

Its round too — what is that to prove. 
To what can such an emblem tend ? 

What but th* eternity of love, 

A love, like mine, that knows no erajr 

Annette, they say — ^nay in this curve 
No sorcery lurks, nor lawless art. 

That in this finger tJiere's a nerve 
Which leads directly to the heart. 

Touch'd by this gold, for raptlir'd tjrer* 

Love's charming witcheries are such. 
Fancy would falter to declare 

'I'he thrilling pleasure— Shattl touch ? 
It struck her finger—- raptur'd quite 

She cry'd — You're foolish, get yo«goa«.*- 
Yet, if the touch be surij delight. 

What happiness to put h snT 

He seized the hint — the willing maid 
Scarce knew what she had said or done. 

But love's sweet influence obey'd, 
And kiss'd the ring that made them ONr* 

And now when rude or playful jest. 
At happy wedlock had its fling. 

She clasps her Lubift to her breast. 
And smiling shews — her wedding-riag. 
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(CoHtiimatim tf tie Repart of Mathematical 
Class of institute. } 

MR. SAGE has also wirttenrfi pa- 
per, and Messrs. Guy too aeJ 



Vauqnelin presented a report on the 
advantages aad inconveniences of em» 
ploying zin€ k) covering housth U he 



